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But words are things, and a small drop of ink, 
Falling, like dew, upon a thought, produces 
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think. 


Lord Byron 


Division St. 


Lights out on division street 

It’s a long road to an answer 
Questions spread like incurable cancer 
There you go with hope again 

Claim the cause and explain the effect 
You’re so sure I’ll believe in anything 
But there’s no believing in an end 
Take notice, take focus 

A city of medicine and it’s making us sick 
Morning calls for pain relief 

Leave tradition at the door 

Unhide the blame that lies beneath 
Call on the quarantine 

Pledge allegiance to serpentine 
Unleash the cavalry 

Help save a wretch like me 

The mark of a duelist 

And the double edge sword 


Jordan Campbell 


Vision I 

I saw before me, 

drenched in early-morning orange 
the image of God. 


It was enough to knock me off my ass 
on the way to Damascus 
or was it Toronto 


A worn plaid pattern 
fading to the brickwork 
surrounded by a spray-paint halo, 


Sprawled ribbons of colour 
an aerosol etching of elliptic writing on the wall 
like a finger in plaster or in the sand. 


And the image extends his hand 
with a well-worn Tim Hortons cup, dry but not empty 


listening for the clink of coins 


Jonathan Van Arragon 


Small Town First Date 


Heather had referred him. She knew his older sister who was “the sweetest girl ever,” and 
if my oldest sister Heather suggested it, it was nearly scriptural. So when Richard Freeman 
called, I said yes without hesitation. He came to pick me up the following evening. It was my 
first date. 

Heather lent me a brown polyester skirt. I felt like a princess. 

When the carriage arrived, Heather winked at me and told me to behave, to which | 
responded with a scowl, and made my way out to the rusty, growling pick-up where he waited. 

Dinner was at a small, shady place in town, and conversation was awkward and forced. 
He would talk several lengthy, shallow paragraphs and end with a meaningless question, which 
would proceed his sly grin that perforated my short answers. I preferred for him to speak. 

After dinner, he suggested a movie. I consented because we wouldn’t have to talk during 
the movie and besides, Heather had referred him. We had to drive to the next biggest town since 
ours was too small to have a theatre. As we sat in the sticky seats, I forced awkward giggles 
through the crude comedy to politely match his wet snickers. I kept my eyes glued to the screen 
when I saw from my peripheral vision his pimply face turn to look at mine. 

On the ride home, he rambled till he informed me he had “to go, if you know what I 
mean,” followed by a wink. He briskly pulled over on the quiet highway, slammed the door, 
trotted past the front of the truck. To my surprise, he then wrapped around the side of the vehicle, 
passing me, and stopped near the rear bumper. I whipped my head forward and glanced into the 
rearview mirror to see him poised at the back tire. 

The next time he called, I was unavailable. 


Melissa Kuipers 


Port Dover 


lying here 
next to you 
on a well-worn cotton comforter 


sunscreen-sticky arms and calves caress 

while sand and damp wisps of hair 
cling 

to the moist surfaces of 

sun-bathed skin 


winds wash over 

our conjoined silhouettes 
and muster enough strength 
that we shiver 


clasping each other’s hand 
we clamber to our gritty feet and 
in unison 
for want of all-encompassing warmth 
and pleasure 
cascade towards the glistening lake 


we dive right in 
and don’t hold back 


Marijke Lammers 


Wagon 


Unselfish, 

It carried life’s pleasures 
RED... 
not of anger, but through love 
Forever following 
no matter 
the condition 

When it was gone... I wept 


James Mombourquette 


Paid in Full 


It was in silence she came to him, 
it was his silence that drew her in. 


She cut your hair and stabbed your side, 

broke your crown and kissed your cheek, 

living alone in the ruins of rubbish, 

hating what she saw when her reflection caught her eye. 

Mocked by a scarred face, aged by a life that wasn’t supposed to be. 
Ashes from coal that were ignited as a child, 

drenched by liquid escape. 


Face in hands, it’s too dark to see. 
Sounds are muffled when you only hear the shattering of an ideal 
that was fed on a bed of media. 


It wasn’t meant to be this way 
because she was smart and lovely and someone once called her beautiful, 
but that was before she was indebted. 


It’s cold and it’s broken but there’s still a door 
and in silence she head a knock. 


She felt the cords of death coil around, 
yet she reached out, 

and the earth trembled and quaked. 

she fled from the hand that held her down, 
grabbing perfume as a metaphorical gift. 


She found him and fell to his feet and wept. 
Tears and oil, an elixir of freedom 

being poured on the feet of a Saviour 

who called her beautiful 

and paid her debt. 


and the coals blazed out 
and They rejoiced because she came home. 


Amy de Sousa 


Screaming in Silence 


They sleep without touching. 

At 6:57 a.m. the alarm goes off; she hits “snooze” instead of “off” before rolling out of 
bed. The sheet catches on her arm and tugs as she bends to pull on yesterday’s pair of socks, but 
she doesn’t bother to replace it. He scowls and throws a pillow at her as she leaves the bedroom, 
but he misses and she’s already shut the door behind her too loudly. 

She sets the coffee maker to make one cup and prepares a cinnamon raisin bagel with 
strawberry cream cheese just the way he likes it, for herself. The snooze alarm rings from the 
bedroom; it’s 7:06 a.m., and today is his day off. The aroma of coffee drifts to the bedroom, but 
she’s already added cream and sugar and is half finished the blue-and-yellow checkered mug. 

He wanders from the bedroom with a yawn and a frown, running his fingers through his 
disheveled brown curls. He swipes half the bagel off her plate without asking and heads for the 
front door. The Sunday paper has already been tossed on the gravel driveway, and he settles on 
the cracked front porch to scan last night’s sports scores, using the front door as a backrest. She 
clicks the deadbolt behind him. 

He finishes the comics and saunters through the back door, which he’s left unlocked in 
spite of her prowler paranoia. She’s in the shower so he prepares a second cup of coffee, then 
uses the toilet, forgetting to put the seat back down but making sure to flush. There’s a change in 
water pressure and he hears her gasp from the shower stall. He washes his hands thoroughly. 

He doesn’t wash his mug when he’s downed his coffee, black. She still occupies their 
only bathroom, so he rifles through the closet, deciding what to wear. Her black dress slips off a 
hanger. He continues to search through his dress shirts, casting aside the sharp navy blue one she 
gave him for his birthday last week. A clean white shirt with khaki cargos and no tie will fall 
short of her stylistic expectations. 

She enters the bedroom without a sound and moves past him without a touch. As she 
stoops to pick up her now-wrinkled dress, he steps around her and locks the bathroom door 
behind him. Her lipstick and mascara sit on the vanity, untouched. There are no clean towels 
and his favourite soap is missing, so he uses her expensive salon shampoo, spilling some in the 
process. The water runs cold. 

He dries most of himself off with her damp towel and pulls on his chosen outfit, complete 
with clashing red-and-grey argyle socks. He steps in a puddle of water and swears under his 
breath, loud enough for her to hear. He has time to shave and gel his hair but doing so would 
make him look five years younger, and today he feels old. 

The low-cut black dress that she’s just ironed flaunts too much to wear in public unless 
he is accompanying her. Her high heels beg for attention and her late mother’s silver-inlaid- 
with-turquoise-stone necklace replaces the white-and-yellow-gold-and-diamond heart pendant 
she hasn’t removed since their fifth anniversary. Her wedding band lies on the nightstand. 

He places his wedding ring next to hers and forces his heels into his dress shoes without 
first loosening the laces. She drops a maroon-coloured tie onto his lap to match his socks, but he 
lets it fall to the ground as he stands. He holds the door for her, and she ducks under his arm 
without contact. They leave the house together; he shuts the door, and she checks to make sure 
he’s locked it. 

They drive to church in separate cars. 


Caroline Bulk 


Covenant Progress 


Happiness is progress 

Progress is happiness 

Progressing to hopelessness 

Prison History embraced to be escaped 
Free from the past history is made 
Autonomy is the fall of man 

Whispers in the wind 

Machiavelli made a prince 

Who forced Fortuna to the Holocaust 
Better to reign in hell than bow in heaven 
My lies are the sign at the edge of the town 
They offer a greeting 

When you are leaving 


Jordan Campbell 


Consolation 


She sat in a dusty chair 

And rocked her glass back and forth back and forth 

And sipped the whisky 

And swished it across her dentures, back and forth back and forth 

She touched the soft brittle wrinkles in her face 

And rubbed her cold gnarled fingers back and forth back and forth 

She remembered the old days 

Dreamed of the past and thought about the now, back and forth 
back and forth 

And she sipped again 

Until the room rocked back and forth back and forth 


Melissa Kuipers 


A Pickled Egg 


Montana is an almost entirely unpleasant place. In Montana, there are no speed limits... 
Rather, there are speed limits in Montana, but some of the roads in Montana have no speed 
limits. In this way, Montana’s highways are much like Germany’s Autobahn. In other ways, 
Montana does not resemble Germany in the least. For instance, in Germany, you might see a 
Porsche or a Mercedes Benz speeding along the Autobahn, carrying a clean-shaven German 
man as they go somewhere supremely important. In Montana, you might see a very similar 
sight, but the Porsche would be replaced by a brown rusted-out Ford pickup truck with no 
muffler carrying three dirty men with bushy beards who shout and wave beer bottles and loaded 
shotguns as they go nowhere particularly important at all. On second thought, Montana is an 
entirely unpleasant place. 


So read one of Geoffrey’s letters home to his mother. Geoffrey did not like Montana. 
Geoffrey had moved to Montana from Boston, Massachusetts. Geoffrey never bothered to say 
exactly what city he moved to in Montana, because he did not move to a city. In fact, Geoffrey 
would have been hard pressed to tell you if Montana had any cities at all. He had never seen one. 
The closest thing to a city he had ever seen in Montana was a corner store that faced a gas station 
that faced a seedy bar that faced a very nice little motel that seemed oddly out of place when 
compared to its surroundings. Geoffrey had stayed in this little motel when he first moved to 
Montana. He had been pleasantly surprised to find a little chocolate on his pillow. He had been 
much less pleasantly surprised to discover that his rented car had accumulated a large dent 
shaped roughly like a pickup truck grill and Ford logo in its rear fender while he slept. 

Geoffrey did not like the seedy bar that faced the gas station that faced the corner store 
that faced the nice little motel. Unfortunately, it was really the only place where Geoffrey could 
find any sort of social interaction with other human beings. At times, Geoffrey wondered if the 
social interaction he experienced with other human beings in Montana might be supplanted with 
rather unsocial interaction with a jar of pickled eggs. At times, this seemed like a very good idea 
to Geoffrey. Geoffrey did not much care for the sport of football. The only reason that Geoffrey 
paid the sport any attention at all was that the state of Massachusetts was the home of a 
professional football team, while the state of Montana could make no such claim. This fact 
helped to secure in Geoffrey’s mind the thought that Boston, Massachusetts made for a far finer 
home than Montana. The reason football is at all relevant to Geoffrey’s story is that the owner of 
the seedy bar showed only football games on its only television. This resulted in many of the 
patrons ignoring the television entirely. A handful of the patrons had taken to ignoring the 
television entirely, merely to set about talking about football as an abstract. Geoffrey made a 
habit of ignoring both the television and these patrons entirely. 

Geoffrey spent his time in the seedy bar talking to travelers. For some inexplicable 
reason, there was always a steady stream of people staying at the nice little motel that faced the 
corner store that faced the seedy bar that faced the gas station. The intersection that housed this 
microcosm of commercial venture happened to be the intersection of two somewhat major 
interstate streets that each ran all the way across the state of Montana. Geoffrey supposed 
incorrectly that the vast majority of these travelers were going somewhere terribly important. In 


truth, the vast majority of the people traveling speedily across Montana were doing so on 
business. Any travelers staying in the nice little motel were always and without fail directed to 
visit the seedy bar that faced the gas station that faced the corner store that faced the nice little 
motel. It was touted as the most likely place to find social interaction with other human beings. 
Geoffrey could deliberate with businessmen about sales figures, wheedle with accountants about 
tax forms, and console truck drivers over the subject of delivery schedules. Mostly though, 
Geoffrey spoke to ugly women about slightly intellectual topics. This seemed to be the most 
sensible thing to do, considering that Geoffrey was routinely ignored by the vast majority of 
attractive women and had gathered a significant amount of knowledge regarding slightly 
intellectual topics. Unfortunately for Geoffrey, slightly intellectual topics do not hold a great 
deal of interest for the vast majority of people, a category of people that the vast majority of 
women, even ugly women, fall into. This fact meant that Geoffrey’s conversations with women 
tended to terribly abbreviated and disappointing. 

Geoffrey’s life in Montana could easily have been thought of as horribly depressing, were 
it not for one simple fact. When Geoffrey had moved to Montana, he had gotten a rather capable 
landscaper to transplant a tall, beautiful cedar tree to his front yard. For years, Geoffrey could 
take pride in the fact that he owned the tallest, most beautiful tree within 500 miles. The most 
impressive thing about the tree was its surprising resilience against the wind and poor nutrient 
content in the soil. In between short conversations with ugly women about slightly intellectual 
topics, Geoffrey would lean back in his chair, sip at his drink, and bask in the glory of owning 
such a totem of arboreal majesty. 

Eventually, it happened. Luckily for Geoftrey, it happened on a sunny, beautiful, gusty 
day in September. Had it been raining, he would have gotten wet as well, and very few things in 
life are more fun when one is wet. 

Geoffrey returned from the seedy bar that faced the gas station that faced the corner store 
that faced the nice little motel to find that, on this particularly windy day, his towering, beautiful 
cedar tree had uprooted and deposited itself directly on top of his house. The tree lay across his 
house, cutting a valley of destruction that began with his living room window, ran through his 
kitchen, and ended in his newly ventilated bedroom. Geoffrey stood on his front lawn beside his 
perfectly undemolished mailbox and nodded contemplatively at the devastation before him. 

‘Montana is :ndeed an entirely unpleasant place.” 

He took the day’s mail, a telephone bill and a letter from his mother, out of the mailbox 
and climbed back into his car. He purchased some premium unleaded gasoline from the gas 
station that faced the seedy bar that faced the corner store that faced the nice little motel before 
driving away. He went south. New Mexico did not have a professional football team either. 


Sam Frisk 


She Weeps 


She’s down there by the water, on the edge of the lake. 
Can you see her? Can you hear her? 

Many have said she cries herself to sleep 

As the night approaches and the winds calm 

Over the water if you listen carefully 

Her voice can be heard in the rustling of the wind 
She hides her face, as though afraid someone may see 
That behind the many strands falling from her head, 
There are tears, rivers of tears flowing cautiously 
With fear into the lake, rising until it overflows. 
Solemnly she is beautiful, when the morning sun 
Sets fire to the sky, igniting the crystal tears 

She cried in the hours of darkness. 

Yet even now in the warmth, there is sadness. 

It is upon her unseen face, and this I know for 

As I too awake to the sunrise, 

As I feel its grace upon my skin 

I look to her and her cries I can still hear in the wind. 
Comfort. That’s what she needs. 

So I will remain here by the water, 

I will comfort her by sitting here beside her... 

And I will say to her over and over again... 


Willow weep. 
Willow weep. 
Willow weep. 
Neil Bos 
Didymus 
Can’t we ever be freed from it 
This, this...tangibility? 
These precious five, like infant 
Birds with searching mouths 


Never satisfied... 


Everywhere there is doubt: 
-blessed are those who do not see, yet believe. 


James Mombourquette 
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Snowflake’s Lament 


As I wait to fall 

I wonder at my fate 

Will I be blown 

by a wind colder than [? 

On the unforgiving concrete 
of an uncaring city? 

Or will I strike the windshield 
of a speeding driver 

yo be dashed away 

by cruel wipers? 

Or will I land 

as I’ve always wished 

on the dark coat sleeve 

of a dreamer 

who will remember? 


Heather Davenport 


Puddle-Filled Day 


Have you ever noticed that when you are going for a walk after a rainy day, and you pass 
by puddles, that it is fascinating to look into them? For when you look at a puddle, all you can 
see is the rippling of the surface of the sparkling liquid as it sits there...alone. But is it alone? 

When you take the time to stop by a puddle and look into it, you quickly find out that the 
puddle is not alone after all. First, you see yourself, all bundled up to keep warm. Your eyes are 
focused in order to see into the puddle, rather than just...the puddle. 

Next you notice that you yourself are not alone. There is a whole world in there. It’s 
similar to the world you live in and yet...it somehow has a rippling quality that makes it seem 
magical and exciting. 

At this point in time, beware and be warned. Step back from the puddle. Look away. If 
you look for too long, you may fall in. I cannot be certain whether you will fall into that world or 
whether you will just come up sopping wet. 

The next time you go for a walk on a beautiful puddle-filled day, remember, stop asa look 
into the puddles. But only for a moment, mind you, lest you be sucked in or splashed. 


Michelle Van Hartingsveldt 


Leaving The Barracks 


I barely spare a glance at the revolutionary tag--Revenge Will Surely Come!--on the wall 
of the apartment barracks where I live. A gust of wind blows a sheet of newspaper down the 
street, tumbling and twisting, until it plasters itself against a gray lump on the ground that may or 
may not have been human at some point in time. I shiver, as much from the horror of life and 
death as from the wind, and pull my denimoid jacket closer around me. For some reason, The 
Powers had determined long ago that the inhabitants of terra firma could go without woolens and 
percales and cottons and denims. The -oids came into existence as a result of this finding; pale, 
textureless shadows of the materials that had been taken for granted for ages before I existed. I 
can’t remember the feel of real blue jeans rubbing against my baby-fat legs, but Mom had 
managed to save a picture of me, standing on a green lawn wearing OshKosh overalls and a red 
and blue striped shirt, so I know that it must be true. The picture hasn’t faded in the sixteen years 
since it was taken. Sometimes I dream in colours that vivid. 

I usually wake up with tears on my face. 

But colour disappeared fifteen years ago, when I was only four. Colour, texture, songs and 
rhythm, smiles and Christmas presents--all the good things in my life disappeared when They 
took over. My sister Violet, who was eight when the music went away for good, says that I used 
to sing all the time, and that I was pretty good for a chubby little boy. I feel a tug in my memory 
sometimes, a wisp of a melody, a snatch of a lyric...But if I try to remember, the remnant of the 
past scuttles away faster than the cockroaches that infest the two-room apartment where Violet 
and I, the last of our family, live. 

“Always used to say that cockroaches could survive a nuclear winter,” Dad had been fond 
of saying before he was taken, “shouldn’t surprise us that they’re here now.” I almost don’t mind 
the bugs. I know that they can’t harm me, and in these days, that’s a powerful comfort. 

I push open the charcoal-gray door of our housing complex carefully, quietly. The Giolas 
have just had their fourth child, and I know that the squeal of the door’s hinges could wake little 
Bella from her sleep. I creep along the inside of the stairs, hugging the banister with hip and 
hand, seeking stability from dead wood. We all seek comfort from the things that can’t turn 
against us. 


The rivalries in our neighbourhood have grown fiercer, clashes between Rebels and 
Patriots escalating in violence, buildings burning, and all-too-scarce supplies going missing from 
Aid vehicles. The graffiti on the wall is just the newest Rebel slogan, propaganda in a constant 
battle for supremacy in the Hard Times Housing area. That’s what I call it, what all the people my 
age call it. The ones involved in the Movement Against, anyway. Its official title is the C-7-14 
Barracks, a moniker given to it by The Powers, a cold, meaningless set of letters and numbers. 
Somehow, giving it a title of our own makes living here a little easier on us. 

Apartment C-7-14-DD is too warm when I step inside. I do not allow myself to bask in 
the glorious heat, though my body appreciates it. Something is wrong. Two strides into the room, 
I see Violet shoving papers into our small stove. I know what this means and turn around without 
making a sound, exiting the same way I’d come in. Back down the stairs, I knock on Raphael 


and Isadora’s door. A wail from inside tells me ve woken Bella, but that isn’t important now. 
The door opens inwards, and seven year old Ada stares up at me. 

“Hello, Ada. Is your mom home?” 

Ada nods solemnly and puts her thumb in her mouth. I smile down at her, a small comfort 
and a false hope for the girl, and step through the doorway. Bella’s thin wails grow louder as 
Isadora, holding her baby to her chest, steps out of the bedroom. Her shoulders are rounded with 
fatigue, and the thin skin beneath her eyes is shadowed purple and blue. Her oldest child, Marco, 
follows her into the common area. I feel a deep pull of regret in my heart, but I stiffen my spine 
and say what must be said. 

“We've been found out.” 

Dora's eyelids slide shut, and I hold my breath. I don’t want her to have to deal with this. 
When her eyes open again, they are still weary, but they contain a new spark of resolve. There 
will be no future for her children if she doesn’t do what must be done. 

It seems that all of life 1s about non-decisions. We do what we have to, or we will die. 

“Alright.” She turns to her ten year old son. “Marco, I need you to help Ada and Josef 
gather their things.” 

“But Mom--” 

“Marco!” [sadora’s voice is sharp, and I wince. “Just do as you’re told.” 

Marco looks down at his feet. “Sorry, Mom.” 

Isadora reaches out her free hand to gently ruffle Marco's black hair. “I’m sorry, Marco mio. I 
don’t want to leave either. But there are some things that need to be done, whether or not we 
want to do them.” Marco looks up again and nods before walking past me, reaching out for his 
sister’s hand. Ada pulls her thumb from her mouth with a pop, wipes it on her pants, and places 
her hand in Marco's larger one. 

“T’ll take Bella. Violet’s already got most of our stuff packed.” It’s probably true. Violet 
and I have made plans, contingencies, escape routes. We knew this day would come. 

Isadora nods and hands me the baby. I’ve known her and Raphael for the last six years, 
and I’ve helped them out with the kids whenever I could. They became surrogate parents and best 
friends when Mom and Dad died in the fire at the Movement Against meeting place. Rafe and 
Dora weren’t able to go to the meeting because Marco and the twins had been sick. When they 
heard about the fire, Raphael came and told Violet and Jeramy, my older brother. I remember 
lying awake on my bed, listening to Violet cry, hearing Jeramy's chair scrape across the kitchen 
floor, hoping that Rafe's calming words would prevent him from storming out and killing 
someone with his bare hands. 

They didn’t. He was tried and executed ten hours after being found trying to hide the 
body of an Enforcer from the C-Section Barracks. 

Bella has calmed down and now gazes up at me with eyes that already show glints of Raphael's 
undefeatable good humour. I wonder what sort of life she might have had if she had been born in 
another time, an earlier decade. Her world is changing around her, and she is powerless to stop it. 
At least I’m able to fight back. 

It’s only a matter of minutes before Isadora reemerges from the master bedroom (and 
calling it that is a vast overstatement) carrying a worn blanket expertly wrapped and tied around 
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all of her and Raphael’s worldly possessions. She sets the pack on the floor and reaches for Bella, 
who has fallen asleep in my arms. The baby whimpers as she is passed from me to her mother, 
but does not wake up. Isadora begins murmuring soft words to her daughter as I cross the 
common area to the children’s bedroom. I find Marco and Josef struggling to fold a threadbare 
blanket around a haphazardly-piled collection of clothing and readers. I walk over to the bed in 
two steps, quickly rearrange the possessions so they form a small bundle with no hard corners, 
and tuck and tie the blanket into a packet that any of the three kids could manage on their own. I 
hand it to Marco, then crouch down and reach out to enfold the three children in a hug. They 
have been the younger siblings I never had, and I’Il miss them. 

“You guys be good, ok?” I kiss Ada and Josef on their foreheads, and stick out my hand 
for Marco to shake. “I hope that we’ll meet again somewhere.” They know as well as I do that 
this will not happen, but in these times the best protection is often self-deception. My left knee 
cracks as I stand and herd the three kids out of the only bedroom they’ve known. The four of us 
move back to Isadora, who is fighting a losing battle with tears. 

“Elijah, have you seen Raphael today? He said he was going to the Mission, but he 
should be home by now.” 

“T saw him earlier. Maybe he got stopped at a checkpoint and they’re giving him trouble. 
He’ll be fine, Dora. I’ll wait here with Bella until he comes home.” More lies. I did see Raphael 
earlier, and he was at a checkpoint. The guards were dragging him towards the black bunker from 
which no one ever returns. If Isadora suspects the truth, she does not show it. 

I hold out my arms, and Isadora kisses Bella’s forehead, nose, eyelids, cheeks, and one 
tiny hand before handing her to me. This is one of the plans. If Rafe had been here, all six of 
them would have left together. Since he is not, I am supposed to take Bella and wait for him. 
Since he is never coming back...well. We have a plan for that, too. 

“You'll make better time without the baby,” I say, trying to counter Dora's reluctance to 
let go. 

“T know.” She scrubs the back of her hand across her eyes and takes a deep breath, 
straightening her spine. “Goodbye for now, Bella. Te amo.” She turns away, picks up her packet 
and takes Ada’s hand, and turns to me one last time. 

“Goodbye, Elijah. Working with you was an honour. Your parents would be proud of 
you.” | 

Her words give me strength. “Thank you.” 

Without another word, she and the children leave the apartment. 

Bella wakes up and begins crying as I mount the stairs to my home. Violet has packed all 
of our things, two tight bundles sitting on the floor at her feet. She holds a syringe in her right 
hand. I pull Bella’s arm from the blanket she is swaddled in, and close my eyes so I don’t have to 
watch Violet inject the clear liquid into the tiny bicep. Bella’s cries grow louder as she receives 
the shot, but within minutes she is silent and still. 

Plans. Contingencies. We do what we have to do, or we will die. 

I rearrange Bella’s blanket so that it covers her face, already turning gray and shiny with 
death, and put her in a box in the corner of the kitchen. I swallow hard against the bile rising in 
my throat, pick up my pack, and leave the apartment with Violet at my side. I don’t look back. 


Amy Binder 


Playing Cards with Mirrors 


Infinite perceptions radiate from a house of mirrors 
Desires shattered like sunlight | 
Reflections falling far from the truth 

and an absolute has dissolved 

Only left are false perceptions of make believe 
A castle of queens . | 

and I’ve got a full house even though 

I’ve never played poker before 

I bet my life savings 

and in these mirrors it has tripled, quadrupled 
Thought I was playing with others 

but turns out I was betting against my reflection 
The only other player was me 

No wonder the lines were blurred 

and I knew I was bluffing 


The space has become an intricate web 
where the centre is everywhere 

bounding between words and ideas 

thought up by authors, painters, thinkers 
politicians, actors, lovers and a self, 
reverberating and reciting a blended script 
being poured into a glass containing a straw 
Just the way I like it 

A tangible yet endless entity, 

breathing in my hands. 


Amy de Sousa | 


15 


The Appeaser 


I love it when you smile. 
You wear it so seldom. 


You try on ideas like outfits 

And flaunt words down the runway 

You're all in style 

And speak all the latest fads 

Notions to seduce 

You strut the trendy sayings 

Anxiously searching for the crowds’ approval. 


But I love it when you smile. 
It’s then you wear the naked truth in beauty. 


Melissa Kuipers 


Pandora’s Vision 


I saw a butterfly flying, 

With white wings like lilies 

Planting slanted patterns upward 
Through the backslash rain 

Threadbare umbrellas shrinking below. 


Doesn’t she know her wings will wet? 
Not unlike Icarus 

She’ ll fall, her body will tumbler 
Crumpled, fractured, wet, white 

A bent ellipse splashing unnoticed 


Below the box’s lid. 
And so she rests alone 


For her crime of ascending to hope. 


Jonathan Van Arragon 
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